





THINE EYES ARE FULL OF TEARS. 


PERHAPS ’TWERE BETTER SO. 



I Know That Katie Loves Me. 


WortlB and Mnslr by JOSEPH B. OWENS. 


A ndanU con tsprtsn&n* 



JUST A LETTER FROM THE GIRL 
I USED TO KNOW 


Words 8c Music by JAS. ALVIN FAIRFIELD 
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last I know that Katie loves me Her own sweet lips ha*e told me so, And 

well I know that Katie loves me Her lov • tng smile I al • ways see, No 



as I know she II al • wajs love me \ tare Dot how the world may go 

more will donbt and fear de • reive No more does for • tone frown on me 
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MY OLD KENTUCKY HOME. 


Words and Music by GRACE F. RARER. 
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The Sun shines bright on my Old Ken-tuck-y home I — roam a-gain the mea-dows sweet with hay, The 
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My Old Kentucky Home. 3 





My Old Kentucky Home. 4 


Massa Peter Brown’s Cake Walk 


“Ma Lindy Cindy Jane.” 



“Miss Florence Hamilton.” 


You’ll have to show me, I’m from Missouri 


INTRO- Tempo di Valse 


Words and Music by Morris Mauler. 





